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want for playing truant from the amiable travesty
of European life with its receptions, jackal-foxes,
parrot-ducks, for losing myself in the labyrinth of
the Indian town and mingling in the vibrant life
of truly native India ?
Jai Singh, the sixteenth-century architect who
planned the capital, saw it intersected with wide
avenues, with ample breathing-spaces. Did this
genius at town-planning foresee a day when the
long, straight roads which he had created purely
for their aesthetic symmetry four centuries past would
come to be regarded as designed for utilitarian
ends? Did he guess he would be credited with
prophetic gifts, the prescience that these thorough-
fares would prove a godsend for the present Maha-
raja and his suite, enabling them to drive their
powerful racing cars and bulky limousines at top
speed through the city ?
One day, strolling down one of these long avenues
on my way through the bazaar to Mai Ram's quar-
ter, I encountered eight cars at least in half an
hour. For the capital of a Native State the number
was amazing. And how odd it was to sec a lordly
Rolls-Royce equipped with the most modern and
opulent of bodies threading its way in solitary state
between sacred cows and elephants, gliding round
tiny altars dedicate to Siva set up in mid-street,
scattering a motley throng of starveling children and
half-naked, orange-turbaned natives with the low,
luxurious clangour of the Rolls-Royce horn, re-
calling to Parisian ears the crowded traffic of the
Rue de la Paix hi the Grande Semaine I
If the pink houses lining the streets are more sym-
metrical than those of Udaipur, if market-stalls are
here replaced by shops with modern windows, and
if the crowd loitering on the pavement enjoys more